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acquire: knowledge and the ability to write. He knew that
if he thought clearly he would write clearly, for if he were
badly educated, if his thoughts were confused and jumbled,
how could he expect a lucid utterance? And if his thoughts
were worthy so would his writing be worthy. He knew that
he must have his hand on the inner pulse of life, that the
sum of his working knowledge would be the working
philosophy by which he would measure, weigh, balance,
and interpret the world. He felt that lie had to educate
himself in history, biology, evolution, economics, and a
hundred other important branches of learning because
they would broaden his thought, lengthen his vistas, drive
back the bounds of the field in which he was to work. They
would give him a working philosophy which would be
like unto no other man's and force him to original thinking,
provide him with something new and vital for the jaded
ear of the world. He had no intention of writing trivia,
of administering chocolate-coated pills to constipated minds.

And so he went direct to the books and laid siege to the
citadel of their wisdom. He was no college boy cramming
sufficient facts to pass an examination, no casual passerby
warming his hands at the great fires of knowledge. He was
a passionate wooer and to him every new fact learned, every
new theory absorbed, every old concept challenged and new
concept gained was a personal victory, a cause for rejoicing.
He questioned, selected, rejected, submitting everything he
read to a searching analysis. He was not blind or awed by
reputations. Great minds made no impression upon him
unless they could present him with great ideas. Conventional
thinking meant little to this man who had broken every
convention he had met; an image-breaker himself, icon-
oclastic thinking on the part of others did not frighten or
repulse him. He was honest, he was courageous, he could
think straight, and he had a profound love for truth, four
indispensables for the scholar.

Though he was short on education he had the feeling that
he was a natural student. Education seemed to him like a
chartroom. He had no fear of unknown books, he knew